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N arm renowned, for arts ef peice der d, 
Alfred the nation's father, mere than lord, 
Britiſh anther dar proſum's ts draw, 
trvch deep, ever now, with reverential awe ; 
And ſeti the godiite fignre fair in views 
O may diſcernment fed the likeneſs true 
# Daniſh ſary, with wide-waſting band, 
Had ſpread pale fear, and rawage o'r the land, 
Thiz prince at HH bade K ceaſe . 
Bade order fine, and bien d bis % with peace 
Taub H arts to bumianine the mind, 
beawven-darn [cience to [woot freedom join'd, 
United thut, the 7 riend'y Afters ene, 
find one [eenr'd, while ene adorn'd, bir t 
mid theſe bonenrs of 1 bappy ret * 
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ACT I. 


SCENE TI, 
C and Emm appear at the Dove of their Cottage, 
Two Shepherdelles, 
Fr ft cw yu tr . 
Peace, the faireſt child of — 
To whom the Sylvan reign was given, 
The vale, the fountain, and the grove, 


With every (after ſeen of love; 
Niwtn, (weet peace, to cheer the 
Return, with eaſe and pleaſure in thy train, 

Emma, coming e 
depherd, "tis he. Again E. . 
+ lea 


ged oak, 
enfve and loſt in thought, ns his head. 


Cer, Soft; let us not difturd him. Gentle Emma, 


dor tho“ he be, unfriended and unknown, 

ly gity waits with reverence on his fortune. 
loveſt of carriage, and of tperch moſt graciovs, 
1 it ſome (aigt or angel iy diſguiſe 

lad grac'd our lowly cottage with his preſence, 
des, | know not how, Into the heart, 


ad makes it pant to terve him. Truſt me, Emma, 


no common man. 
Fn. Sore lord, perhaps, 
Jt valiant chief, that from our deadly for, 
de havghty, ervel, unbelteving Dane, 
kx Qhelter here, 
Gr, And helter he hall Red: 
do loves his country, is my friend and brother. 
old him well, Fair manbood in it's prime, 
\ thro* the homely tuflet that conceals him, 
der forth, and proves him noble. 
"=. ku moſt likes 
„not what hit preſent fortunes ſpeak him. 
ab" th inhuman toe is all around vet 
COL not keep bim here. 
„en hat not weigh'd 
Mand's force z the deep defence of woods, 
wesen hand bath planted ftrong around z 
wugh encumbrance of perplexing thorns, 
Mentvining brakes that rite between, 
oa up every intet from abroad. 
wore 4 beyond this wide-furrounding verge, 
ders broad and rapid hem us in 3- 
"2 "ole bot det lpreads the gulphy pool, 
"Uemling qusgmme to detray the tvot 
«horns greenfivard tempts, One path alone 
+t9 this plain, fo difticult and Rraits 
le arm, againtt a band of toe 
t, perhaps, defend it. 
Vet, my Corin, 
E the fern decree of that fierce tyrant, 
| _ king; „ Who harbours; or relieves 
| _ captain, dies the death of traitors; 
. e their haunts diſcovers, Mall be late, 
dig iewarded.“ 
e Jul Heaven fordid, 
man ould ever count for gain | 
Way malt ct! Nv; are s poor 3 


weeping (wala: 


7 haneſty our riches, Are we een, 
And humbly doen 3 The true heart makes we able. 
Thee hands can toll g can fow the ground and rug 
For thee and thy ſweet babes, Our daily laboue 
Is daily wealth t it finds vi bread and teimeat. 
Could Daniſh gold xe more ? 5 

Em. Alas the while! | 
That lyyal faith is fed from hall ant boweny 
To dwell witch village [wains! 

Cer, Ah look } behold, 
Where Edith, all-abandon'd to defpair, 
| Hangs weeping o'er the brock 


See. Shep. | advarcizg Sowly to ſoft mack] In 


there not cavie f 
r 
A youth adorn'd wich every wt, 
To warm and win the colveſt hearty . 
In ſeeret mine pollott 2 ; 
The morning-dud that tere blown, 
The vernal ook that fraighieſt grown, 
His face and ſhape expiet. 
Il, 
tn moving ſounds he told his tale, 
Soft ax the fighings of the gate 
That wakes the flowery year, 
What wonder he covd charm with eaft! 
Whom happy natwe form's to pleaſe, 
Wem love had mave Races. 
111. 
At morn he left we— bought, and teu! 
he fatal evening heard bes kane, 
And taw the tears | ed 
Tears that mult ever, ever fall; 
For ah ! no ſighs the paſt recall, 
No cries awake the dead ! 
| Cor, Unhappy maid! het not alone In woe 
For look, where bor fad gueſt, like tome fair hren 
Torn from the root by winter's cruel blaſt, 
ies on the ground overthrown, 
| Fm, | weep, to tee nt! 
| Cor, Thou hatt k heart (weet pity lover todwell int 
Rut, dry thy tears, and lean on this juſt bye 
If yet to dy away his country's ſhame, 
% lerve her bravely o tome dieſs'd oecaſion ; 
tor theſe ends this fronger fought our cortage, 
he heavenly hoſts are hovering Here unteen, 
'0 guard his facied lite, and bleis wi alle 
Rut let vs hence: he rifles to embrace 
His friend, a woodman of the neighbouring dale, 
Whom late, as yeſter-eveniag far aroie, 
At his requeſt 1] did to meet him here, 
SCENK Il. 


| 


Alfred, and ibs Far! of Deyon, 


. How long, jut Heaven | how long 


Shall war's fell ravage deſolate this land ? 
All, all is loftand Altred lives to tell it! 


Aro thete things fa? and he with wut the meant 


Qt giv at revenge f call tows eso the hope 
Aa 


— 


- 
_— __ — — 


eps for? _ 
Dev. Gracious Alfred, _ 
England's laſt hope, whoſe feeling goodneſs ſhews 
What angels are z to bear, with ſuch 8 prince, 


. The worſt of ills, exile, or chains, or death, 


Js happineſs, is glory. 

Alf. Ah! look round thee— a 

t mud-built cottage is thy ſovereign's 

Yon hind, whoſe daily toil is all his wealth, 
Lodges and feeds him. Are theſe times for flattery? 
Or call it praiſe : ſuch gaudy attributes 
Would miſbecome our beſt and proudeſt fortunes. 
But what are mine? What is this high-priz*d Alfred? 
Among ten thouſand wretches moſt undope ! 
That prince who ſees his country laid in ruins, 
His ſubzecti periſhing beneath the ſword 
Of foreign war; who ſees and cannot ſave them, 
Ts but ſupreme in miſery !-—but on, 
Proceed, my lord; compleat the mournful tale, 
My griefs broke off. | 

Dev. From yonder heath-clad bill, 
Far as my ſtraining eye could ſhout it's beam, 
I look'd and ſaw the progreſs of the foe, 
As of ſome tempeſt, ſome devouring tide, 
That ruins, without mercy, where it ſpreads. 
The riches of the year, the bread of thauſands, 
That liberal crown'd our plains from vale to bill, 
With intermingled foreſts, temples, towers, 
Now ſmoak to heaven, one broad-aſcending cloud 
But oh for pity ! on each mountain's height, 
Shivering and ſad the pale inhabitants, 
Grey-headed age and youth, ell ſtood and mark'd 
This boundleſs ravage : motionleſs and mute, 
With hands to heaven up-rais'd, they ſtood and 
My tears attended their [ wept 

Alf. If this fad fight | 
Could pain thee to ſuch 2 what muſt I 
Their kiog and parent feel 

' Dev. Sir, be of comfort. 
Who has not known ill fortune, never knew 
Himſelf, ot his own virtue. 

Alf. Well--no more _ | 
Complaint is for the vulgar: kings muſt at; 
Reftore a ruin'd ſtate, or periſh with it. 

Deſpair ſhall be our ſtrength 

Dev. Behold, my lord, | 
From yonder hazle cops who iſſues forth, 

And moves this way—a ftranger—but his look 
Speaks haſte and apprehenſion 

Alf. Ha ! beyond | 

My utmoſt hope ! Tis Edwin 
SCENE III. 
Alfred, Devon, and Edwin. 

Alf. Haft thou aught 
Of joyful to impart ? or is the ſoul 
Of England dead indeed? 

Eau. My gracious maſter, 

This journey has been fruitful to our wiſh, 
Awak'd, as from the laft and mortal trance, 
That ſoul, we thought extinguiſh'd, lives again, 
By me aſſur'd their ſovereign ſtill ſurvives, 
Survives to take due vengeance on thoſe robbers, 
Who violate the ſanity of leagues, 

The reverend ſeal of oaths; who baſely broke, 
Like midnight ruffians, on the hour of peace, 
And ftole a victory from men unarm'd ; 

Of this aſſur'd, your people breathe once more; 


* 


The ſpirit of our anceſtors is up! 
The ſpirit of the free! and, with one voice 
Of happy omen, all demand their king. 


A. Theo, Heaven who knows our wrongs will 
deign to guide 


& - | 1 IL. RED 2 
Of ſuccquring thoſe he weeps * IN» 


Ineredible — ſoſt let me duly weigh 


| 


| The foe—dwell much on this=—by our known weak 
| Made daring and ſecute, will now the rein 
Of diſcipline relax, and to looſe revel 


The virtue it inſpiret MV lord, 
Theſe tidings in your ears ? 
Dev. As the ſare omen 


how ſound 


| Of better fate, my heart receives. and hails them, 


For know, my liege, the fury of 'thoſe D 
This laft dire, cene of tal deſolation.” "Fg 
Will kindle up the flame to ſeven - fold fierceneſs; 
_— each ſhaft, edge. every liſted ſword, 
And drive it home: \, . 4.) pi; vn be 
A. 5 — 5 yet inform me 
at numbers have you gather'd | how diſper' 

* poſted them * vs wt — 

Edw. In theſe ſurrounding woods, , 
Soon as the ſhade of night, deſcends to veil them, 
A generous ey» the vateran hardy gleaniogs 
Of many a well-fought field, all at ope hour, | | 
Behind the ruſhy brook from-henee due eaſt, 
By different paths, and in ſmall parties meet, 
Accoutred at all points; and, as I judge, 
Their numbers count twelve hundred. 

Alf, He! twelve hundred lo 


| 


What I, unhoping, ſcarce believing, hear. 
Something muſt now be done—Ay, that a 
Is gteat—but greatly hagardouw—why, then, 
Neceſſity, our plea, muſt juſtify 
The deſperate caring her bard law impoſes. 
Hear, my brave friends. One caſtle ſtill is ourg, 
Tho' cloſe begirt and ſhaken by the Danes, 
Devon, ſpeed thither : find out that clote path, 
By Edwin's eye and aid, which from the mid 
— — point of Kinwith-foreſt winds 
n deep deſzent; and, under ground prolong'd 
Safe in the — _— .-- <5 ohh 
Dev. Suppoſe me there : 
What follows this, my lord ? 
Alf. — your part 
To animate our brothers of the war, 
Thoſe Engliſhmen, who yet deſerve that name. 


[acl 


Indulge the midnight hour. Therefore, at three 
O count the clock with more than lovers vigilance 
At three, this choſen band hall from behind, 
Riſing at once, with Alfred at their head, 
Aſſail the hoſtile camp: while your warm ſally, 
That very moment, pours upon it's front. 
Hence : and. ſucceſe be thine! 

Dev. On this our purpoſe, 
The ſacred cauſe of liberty and vengeance, 
Smile, righteous Heaven! 
| Alf. O urge it home, my friend, : 
That each man's ſword now wears upon it's poi 
Son, huſband, father, every dearer name, 
The preſent age, and laſt poſterity ! 
Farewel. Edwin, within the hour return, 
And find me.here, 


SCENE IV. 


Alf. Ha! day declines apace. 
What anxious thoughts, in this wild ſolitude, 
My darker hours muſt know? And now, the 
Of evening, o'er theſe murmuring woods ar0un 
A lonely horror ſpreads—But ſoft : the breeze 
Is dumb! and more than midnight ſilence reigh 
Why beats my boſom ?— Mufick ! Shield me, 

ven! 
Whence ſhould it come )— Hark - no the 
ſur'd ſtrains, 
In awful ſweetneſs warbling, ſtrike my ſenſe, 
As if ſome wing'd muſician of the ky 


Touch's his ethereal harp. 


n. 


1. 


em: 


7 


eng 


ure; | 


(th, 
idſhy 


* 
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Etude, 
, 
1s aroun 

breeze 
ice reigh 
d me, 


OW the 


1 ſenſe, 


x L Xt 


Mefick is beard ot @ difance. — 


in a full & wy t ur which = forge T, 

nd: a bigh dnl” axoatening Mir. Then the” fol- 
ling Stanxdinave” fung by Twe deri Spirits. 
if, Hir. Hear % father of the fate, 


ky genive Hewven's high will declare} + 
What proves the hero truly greaty” * 
1; never, never d deſpalr ? 

Both Spir. N hever th gefpuiny +” © 
2d Spi. Thy hope awake, thiy heart 
With all it's vigour; all ir's firw':* 

Ariſe, and ſave u Maleing andi! 
Thy countty*ealls; and Heaven inſpire - 
Buch Spir.* Barth call, and Heaven inſ 
1 $CENE- VI 1 
Alf. Am wake and i i noiliefion 
hat Heaven thus deigns to look with-mercy on me ? 
bus, by his miniſtefs, to chenr my heert, 
And warm it into hope? bat, lol he comes, 
Whom angels deign'ts vit and infpire, 
be holy ſege, deſcending from his cell 
a yon hilf evt, fide: ſweet ſylvan ſcene 
Vbere hide and fitence dwell! + 
SOENE VI. 
Alſted and Hermit. 
Alf. Thrice happy Hermit! 
Whom thus the besvenly habirants attend, 
Bleding thy calm retreat; while ruthleſs war 
ils the pdituted land with blood and crimes. 
a this extremity'of England's fate, 
by thy facre#'char „ 1 come 
or comfort and advice. Say what remains, 
What yet remains to ſaye our proftrate country ? 
or ſcorn this anxious Queſtion even from me, 
nameleſs ſtranger. | 
7 nets 
Alf. Amazement!—In this ruſſet hid, 
teem'd my ſtate beyond diſcovery's reach t 
is it che to thee alone reveal'd ? 
Her, Laft night, when with a draught from 
ev0l fountain, | | | 
had my wholeſome fober-ſupper crown d; 
$14 my ſtated cuſtom) forth I walk'd 
veath the ſutenin gloom and glittering ſky, 
Le feed my foul with prayer and meditation, 
id thus to inward harmony compos'd, 
| hat ſweeteſt muſick of the grateful heart, 
hoſe each einvtion'is x filent hymn, 
0 my-couch retir'd. Straight on mine eyes 
fleaſing Number fell, whoſe myſtick power 
'd up my fenſeig but entarg'd my ſoul. 
dy thoſe ſpitits, who uiſeloſe futurity, 
%u thro' diftant ages; felt the virtue, 
ic great, the glorives paſſions that will fire 
mote poſterity ; when guardian laws 
* dy the patriot, in the glowing ſenate, 
"on from corruption; when th' impatient arm 
liberty, invincible, mall ſcourge 
" rants of mankind—ant when the de 
wh all her ſwelling waves, from pole to pole 
c (pread the boundleſs empire of thy ſons. 
cog thee, Alfred, tod But o'er thy fortunes” | 
cloud impenetrahſee. 
4 To Heaven's Win, | 
7 fortune, wine ſhall ever bend 
bes x ee. refig akioh- Vet, O ſay, 
* Unerring Provi 
u bow d me to the du 


— 
% 

4 
. 1 


that 


”_ _———_— AA — — — — 
3 


„ * 


de nee, 'whoſe juſtice 

Ab; ſt z whoſe miniſters, 

" 4 Wy: famine, ſcourge this finful land, 
md of it's inhabitantt—doet he 


| 
| 


4 
4 


"0 


From fell oppreſſion to redgem my country ? 
Her. What mortal eye, by bis immediate 
Not yet enlighten d, dare, preſume to loo ** 
Thro' time's abyſs ? But ſhould the flatterer, hope, 
Anticipating ſee that bappy time, 

Thoſe whiter moments—P:ince, remember, then, 
The noble leſſuns by afflition taught : 

Preſerve the quick humanity it gives, 

The pitying ſocial ſenſe of human weakneſs 8 

Yet keep thy generous fortitude entire, 

The manly heart, that to another's woe 

is tender as ſuperiour to it's own. 

Learn to ſubmit; yet learn to conquer fortunes 
Attach thee firmly to the virtuous deeds 

| And offices of life : to life itſelf, 

With all it's vain and tranſient joys, fit loole. 
Chief, let devotion to the ſovereign mind, 

A ſteady, chearful, abſolute dependence 

On his beſt wiſeſt government, poſſels thee. 

A. I thank thee, father: and, O witneſs Heaven, 
Whoſe eye the heart's profoundeſt depth explores! 
That if not to perform my regal taſk; F 
To be the common father of my people, 

Patron of honour, virtue and religion; 

If not to ſhelter uſeful worth, to guard 

His well-earn'd portion from the ſons of rapiae, 
And deal out juſtice with impartial hand ; 

If not to ſpread, on all good men, thy bounty, 
The treaſures truſted to me, not my o; 

f not to raiſe anew our Engliſh name, 

By peaceful arts that grace the land they bleſs, 
And generous war to humble proud oppreſſota ts 
Yet more; if not to build the publick wealy 
On that firm baſe which can alone refit 

Both time and chance, on liberty and laws z 


| 


If not for theſe Important ends ordain'd—— 
May I ne'er poorly fill the throne of England! 


Her. Still may thy breaſt theſe ſentimears cecaing 
'n proſperous lite. * 
Aif. Could it deſtroy or change 
Suchi thoughts 4s theſe, proſperity were ruin. 
Two Spirits fing the following Hymn. 
1/t Spir. O jay of joys, to lighten woe ! 


1 Bet pleaſure, pleaſure to beſtow 


What raptures then his heart expand, 
Who lives to bleſs x grateful land! | 
2d Spir. For him, ten thouſand boſoms beat z 

His name conſenting crowds repeat: 

From ſoul to ſoul the paſſion runs, 

And ſubjects kindle into ſons. | 
Her. Alfred, once more —ſince favour'd thus of 

Heaven, | 

Since thus do chear thee, and confirm thy virtue, 

He ſends his angels forth remember well, 

Should better days reſtore thy proſperous jortu es, 

The vows theſe awful beings. bear thee make ; 

Remember and fulfil them. 

Alf. © a9 moe lions, 

When thoſe whom Heaven diſtinguiſhes o'er wil- 

And ſhowers profuſely power anc ſplendout on them, 

Whate'er th' expanded heartcan with ; when they, 

Accepting the reward, neglect the duty, 

Or worſe, pervert thoſe gitis to dee s of ruin, 

Is there a wretch they rule ſo baſe-as they ? 

Guilty, at once, of ſacrilege to Heaven, 

And of perfidious robbery to man | 

Her. Such thoughts b-come a monarch —dut be- 

The glimmering duſk, involving air and ſky, (held, 

Creeps ſlo und folemn on. Devotion now, 

With eye entaptur'd, as the Kinding flars 

Light, one by one all heaven into a glow 

Of living fire, adores the Hand Divine, 


4 


(them. 


We dae in his hand, the glorious inframeat 


| Who formed their orbs, and pour'd forth giory on 


6 


earth's affairs, . n 

In yonder cell let us aright employt | 

There, low on earth, as kneeling-reverence 

Th Him our homage pay, with heart fincere, 
Who bids affliction hope, and triumph fear; 
Who, from the depth of ruin, yet may raiſe 


This proſtrate iſle, and bleſs with better days 


ACT 1. SCENE I. 


Emma, and other Peaſants, | 


Em. 
calm hour, 

Cloſe of our daily toil, that wont to. ſound 
Sweet with the ſhepherd's pipe and virgin's voice, 
1s chearleſs all and mute. 
24 Kb. Heaven's will be ours. 
And fince no grief can yeſterday recal, 
Nor change to-morrow's face ; now let us ſoothe 
The preſent as we may with dance and ſong, 
To lighten ſad remerabrance. 

Firſt 8 ſings. 


The ſhepherd's plain life, 
Withoyt guilt, without rife, 
Can only true bleſſings impart, 
As nature ditectss, ö 
2 That bliis he expects 
From health and from quiet of heart. 


LOI 


Vain grandeur and power, 
Thoſe tays of an hour, 
Tho' mortals are toiling to find; 
- Can titles or ſhow 
Contentment beſtow ? 
All happineſs dwells in the mind. 
11 


Behold the gay roſe, 

Ho lovely it grows, 
Secure in the depth of the vale, 
Yon oak, that on bigh 

Aſpires to the ſky, | 
Both icktaing and tempeſt aſſail. 
| IV. 
Then, let us the ſnare 
Of Ambition beware, 
That ſource of ambition and ſmart 
And (ſport on the glade, 
Or repoſe in the ſhade, 
With health and with quiet of heart. 
[Here a paſtoral dance. 
SCENE, ll. 
Corin, Emma, and Peaſants, 
Cor. O happy hour! wife, neighboursz—ſuch, 

I ſhall run wild with joy! [ſuch news 
Em, What can this mean? 

Say, ſpeak—— 
Cor. The king! the king is in our iſle! 
Em. Can it be pollible? *, .. 
Peaſ. O, gracious Powers ds 
Cor. As now I pals'd beneath the hermit's cell, 

I heard that man divine pronoynce his name, 

O Emma, the poor ſtranger whom we ſetv'd 

And honour'd, all un+kaowing of his ate, 

Is he, our great and glorious Altied ! 

All, Heaven! | 

Then are we bleſs'd indeed! 
Cor. My humble cottage, 

Long ages hence, when we are duſt, my friends, 

la holy pilgrimage oft vifited, 


ALF RE ». 


Alf. Then, this good moment, ſnateh'd from 


dids, 


ISH'D evening now is come: but her 


And find out this new wonder. 


And now, it reddens into blood ! 


ec. 


| Than ſummer ſuns reflect on evening cloud, 


Will draw true Engliſh knees to worſhip there, 
As at the ſhrine of ſome propitious ſaint, 
Or angel, friendly to mankind The thought 
Brings tears into mine eye. | 

Em. Does joy deceive ' 3 
My ſenſe + or did | hear diſtant voice 
Sigh thro' the vale, and wake the mournful echo? 

The following Song is Jung by a Perſon unſeen, 

TS I LEE: 


4 


Ye woods and ye mountains unknown, 
' Beneath whoſe pale ſhadows I tray, 
To the breaſt of my charmer alone 
Theſe fighs bid ſweet echo convey. 
Wherever he penſively leans, 
By fountain, on hill, or in grove, 
His heart will explain what ſhe meant, 
Who fangs both from ſorrow and love. 
Cor. The evening wood-lark warbles in her voice; 
Who can this be? . 3 ; 
En. Peace, peace! * ſings again. 
IL 


* 
* 


More ſoft than the nightingale's ſong, 
-; Q-waft the Nd ſound to his ear ; 
And ſay, tho' divided ſo long, 

The friend of his boſom is near. 
Then tell him what years of-delight, 
Then tell him what ages of pain, 
I felt, while I liv'd in his fight! 
1 feel, till 1 ſee him again! 
Cor, What think ye, friends? Such moving 
melting ſoftneſs, 
Breathes in theſe ſweet complainings, as till now 
Mine ear was never bleſs'd with, Let us go 


24 Sbep. Look, the king |. 
Em. Now, by my holidame, a goodly perſon, 
And of moſt noble mien. 
Cor. Diſtarb him not. 
SCENE III. 

Alfred and Hermit. 
Her. Your enterprizs is bold-—and may be fatal 
Yet I condemn it not. All is not raſhneſs, 
That valour of the common fize might think, 
And caution term fo. Souls of nobler ſcope, 
Whoſe comprehenfire fight beholds at once 
And weighs the ſum of things, are their own ru 
And to be judg'd but by themſelves alone. 
Alf. Then, in the name of that inſpiring Pow 
Whole deputy I am, who ſends me forth 
His miniſter of vengeance, on I go, 
To victory, or death! 

As 


— What do I heal 
Save me! a holy horror ſtirs my frame, 

And ſhivers thro' each vein—W hat ſhapes are the 
Athwart the gloom, that ſtrike my dazzled ſen'e 
Betwixt and where yon miſt along the marſh, 
Rolls blue it's vapoury wave, ſome'unſeen hand 
Pourtrays in air the viſionary ſcene, 

Diſtinct and full, in brighter colours drawn 


be is going out, be ft ſh 


When all it's fluid boſom glows with gold 


Her. [W bo bad objerwed bim fixedly baif-af 
re nignte c 
Withdraws her ſhade, new accidents and ſtrange 
Will ſh:ke this iſland's peace. 
[To lin.] No, Alfted, now, 
Be all the hero ſhewn, 
Alf. What may this mean? 
SCENE IV, 

 Altred and Corin. 

[Kneeling.] My hogoured ſovereign 


How is this? he! What! 
2 by this peaſagt Be it ſo i 
The plain man is moſt lo. : 

(or, England's weal 
ſhe pearly ſtores her girc 
Qould never ſhake 

Af. But what | 
firms thee thas ?. 

(or. My Fears are 
lane tra gers, Sir , 
ine found our ile,” 

Af. Be of courage. 


ez 


li ſeaz.contain, 


cho? 
LN 


e n 5 

my King. 

1 ieee Teak them Da 
this way. 


lov, 1 perceive them. Thro' the evening ſhade 
not armour gleams a faint and moving light. 
Wiward they turn, and Rtrike into the path 
That opens on this plain. Re tire we, Gee, 
Iehind yon duſky elm; from whence, unſeen, 
W: may diſcern their numbers and their purpoſe. 
SCENE. V. 
: Danes paſſing along. 18 
if Dane. No more. Twas 41. could not be 
A lover's eye is as the cagle's ſharp, {deceiv'd. 
bai kens his prey from far But liſt a while, 
und of human voice, or bleat of flocks 
ly gvide our loſt enquiry thro” this wild. 
ad Dane.. No all ia ldnelineſs around, and huſh'd 
& cur dead northern waſtey at midnight hour, 
Our gods protect us! Prince, it was muſt raſh, 
b ſev our numbers, at this cloſe of day 
clong to plunge amid theſe horrid ſhader, 
re danger lurks unſeen,. 
if Dane. How | know'ſt thou not 
[hat England is no more ? Her ſons of war, 
odens and caverns fled, like fearful heres 
trembling.,ar each blaſt the chill wind blows. 
A* king himſelf or Nleeps in duſt, or roams 
Id on the pathleſs mountain. As for me, 
ut country gods, thoſe ſpirits that piles 
tit boundleſs wilderneſs, that love to dwell 
ith dreary ſolitude and night profound, 
il guard the ſon of Ivar, to whoſe houſe 


voice, 


k, eir vaſſalage is bound by magick ſpell. 

pe, me on. She muſt be found, this unknown fair 
| 0flr'd me at firſt view ; and rages ſtill 

wn ru frer in my youthful blood. Away. 

| SCENE Vi. 

p Pow 


Alfred and Corin advancing, 
Gr. They are but three. 
Alf. And were that number trebled, 
us iſlar d is their grave ; this ſacred ſpot, 
K Freedom's laſt retreat. We muſt, we will 
erve it, all-inviolate and holy, 


re the npious infidels; or, with our blood, 
4 ſen tow we periſh, fanctify it's earth 
u ſh, iſter· times to viGt and revere. 
hand . Lig, lin, my lord 
4% What noiſe was that) —By Heaven, 
n luieks of women ! Now, ſtern vengeance guide 
'd, [word we draw. 
— ' SCENE VII. 
Emma, and other Peaſants. 
1 » and « 
* is. Ah, whither mall we fly? 
drangen Virgin! Queen of Mercy! fave us 
d (ee, my friends, they ſeize the lovely ftranger— 
ſear her off —Behold the king appear: 
V\dind too—Now, Heaven, defend alike 
* Mighty and the mean, the prince and peaſant ! 
- {them fall beneath out monarch's arm 
tbirg, my Corin—O I dare no more 
go — way Vet I muſt— The third is lain! 


ut ſhepherd 1 O moſt happy hour! 


4 r 
ö 


nes, 


— — 
— — 


1 1 
4. —— „ 
f orin tin . 2 
Alf. This way, brave — theſe cloſer 
| hadew 


Here the free air and breezy glade will rouze 
Her fainting ſpirit So- Who may the be ? 
Perhaps, ſome worthy heart at this ſad moment 


| Aches for her ſafety, 


E/t, Save me, ſave me, Heaven! (ra bl 
AF. Ye 8 | what do Lhear ? — Y eammytios' 
tis the ! . 
My wife, my queen! the treaſure of my ſoul l 
El. My Alfred! "4s. 
AIf. My Eltroda! 
Ele. Can it be? L 1 
Or is it all th'illufon of my fear? _ 
O no: tis he=my lord! my life ! my huſband 
My guardian angel Alfred! 
Af. My Eltruda ! — 
Black horror chills me while I view the brink, 
The dreadful precipice, on which we — 
And was it thee 4reſcy'd from theſe ruſſian 
O Providence amazing !—thee, Eltruda! | 
Elt. I tremble ſtill from worſe than death deli- 
And am I then ſecute in Alfred'sarms? [ver d! 
Alf. There let me hold thee; lull thy fears to 
There huſh thy ſoul with everlaſting fondneſs. | teſti 
Tho panting bird ſo flurters, juſt eſcap'd 
The fowler's ſnare, 
Et. My heart, my heart is full, a 
And muſt o'erflow in tears. A thouſand thoughts 
Are buſy here That ever, we ſhould meet 
In ſuch a dire extremity! - Ah, me! 
That ever Alfred's family and children 
Should need the ſhelter, of his fingte arm! 
' Alf. My children where, where are they? 
Flt. Turn thine eyes 
To yonder cattage: there coſfceal d 
A., My Corina, 
ly, bring them to my arms — Bot ſay, my love, 
hy didſt thou leave the convent, where I plac'd 
Why, unprotected, truſt thee to a land, {thee ? 
A barbarous land, where violence inhabits? 
Our hoſpitable England is no more. 
' Flt. Alas! my Alfred, even the peaceful cells, 
Where ſafe beneath devotion's holy veil 
Her cloiſter'd votaries dwelt, from impious Danes 
No reverence claim, The villages aroand, 
Diſpers'd and flying wild before their arms, + 
Inform'd us, a near party, on whoſe courſe 
Deſtruction waits, were marching full to us. 
Inſtant | fled, Two faithful ſervants bore 
Our children off; and Heaven has ſav'd us all! 
| Alf. O welcome to my ſoul !-—-O happy Alfred! 
Thus to have reſcu'd what the feeling heart 
Moſt dear and precious holds, from men who war 
With earth and' Heaven. 5 
Ele. Tho' terrible at firſt, 
Bleſs'd be the tempeſt that bas driven me bither, 
Into this ſafe, this ſacred har bout! 
Alf. Come, RN 
O come, and here repoſe thee from the ſtorm, 
Within theſe ſheltering arms. 
Fl. [ Holding bim eff.] Yet, let me view thee 
My king and huſband——dv 1 find thes thus ? 
| [ Falling into bis arms» 


* 


Unkaoen! unſery'd! unhonour'd! none to tend 


thee! - 
To ſoothe thy woes, to watch thy broken lumbers, 
With every fonder ſervice, pious love 

Beſt knows to pay! There is in love a power, 
There is a ſoft divinity that draws, 


Even 2 diſlieſs, thoſe tranſpotti that delight 
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Above all taſte pf joys from 7 kar l U 
Alf. O n 199 /mvcho 9 75 
Nay, look not dn ah te 
= 2 675 a þ oy: 81 5 15 0 
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What N grandeuri: 11 0 
Have found Ati, ve 0 5 3 000 
But you, my dabes, you gb 0 e * 
With pain afd Per k wapde e, * 70 
A ruin'd country Ys you we bai 5 6, 1 p 


The nd Go 
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rows Alfred., 
1 70 15 ys e "Mat _ tein 1 
tre Less, of ſorrow born z 
And each hn racy vlgar minds 
Refuſe, or cfoych 9325 poi: Al the brave 
Bear theits With 9 t Tepininge | 
Alf. Who 0 can. 
— RE wounds him this an infant's 85 
hen whom we loye, to whom we © rotection, 
Implore the Wand; . US N Ee them. 
Her. Wee hot, Eltru —Yet, thoy art a king; 
All private paſſions fall | belhry that Name, 


Thy ſubjes glei th a 
ns" Ov iT ptr a e dere 


11 91 
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* Me, 
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Her. 1 Yo 
_ fond co 
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Her. Th Vi 
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ck ir 

eftrdy t - fofter ti 
That wife GL, 135 775565 $, 92 heart? 
This holy aſſign ee iſelf infus'd, * 
And blenddd wi ith. the Rream that feeds our life, 
All nathit fe it 0 and deep, 


0 revereng 


And a. 7 obs bs oy inſtin& and vf reaſon. 

Her. 5 pathon, j1 in it's nobleft form. 
Thi : 1 . * rear thoſe n bil 

On wHotn te unte 8, gen bliſs 
Or 7 dert dep e 405 G 10 ? _ 


Alf. That taſk t en, 1 cult alike and noble, 
Be thine, O facred ſages f whoſe try'd wiſdom 
J, henceforth, folely eryft their tender years, | 
Let truth iy yirtue be eit ear eſt teachers. | 
Keep from their ear the (yren voice of. Aatteryz 
Keep from their eye the harlot-form of vice, 
Who ſpread, in 79885 court, their filken ſoares, 
And chart but to betray. ee jnſtruct them. 
Superior tan ee uperi tor worth; pe 
Pie - -eqninence. of valour Juſtice, mercy 
But chief, that tho' exaligd:o' et mankind, 
ey are themfelyes by hy 0 e ſuffering duſt; 
From no one injury © of huma 
Exempt z but feyer'd, by the Fa heat, thi . 
By the ſame cold, 00. vi de Nan 0 
That ſcorches, ſreezrs, rack % and ill; the od 
Sheuld fairer day, 1 ee ie. 
On Enlend and on e = 
Ha! Edwin here? | 
This way, my Fenda ſoftly- 

Ed. [Whiſpers the king a/ide Y RAT tis 147 
Back to thy poly [ folow on, the n — 
Yet ſtay——Behold Pb 4. infant ons! Cup! 
Edwin—thy iv "le wealth, js there ſumm d 
Nay, wipe th N 8 tell my gallant friend 
What hau Wes 17 will lend neue forge 
Fo each n man's e Nen! 9 weight. - 


Urge every qe 72 . We \ href e 
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The breaft they pain, . it's nobleſt . My life, my love 
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un this wiſe hermir' 5 care, 


My <a 


Alf. Part for s few [ad moments, 
and happy. 
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jid other fear ! 
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The rage of all our _ 
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| 12 * „. wy * mornin 


ines, 
Around — cottage, 
Who durſt have 5 may 
And ber bright offspring! ile, in 
voke, 1 
With ſounds of ſoothing firain, om vs ſleep, 
To pour his timely vapoury oh Lo ligs, 


7 Wr 


loriou 


2 5 


In cooling ſtream O ſweat * 
Thoſe balmy dews diltl,. er 
That ftea] the mourner bs, * 


And bid deſpair be e 
But O the N 5 duale Tos 
hy 
That wave on 
Let all that * the Lk or charms, 


Prolong the 17 i het 0 ol 
To ſofteſt peace Fs 
The oF of, 3 mern, 
Her midnight hour e 
Till ben ini A rai * 


b 4 «a —=- .,\24 


Who yet no {ar 
For her the fairy av 
The bloom ing ſpring. 


She wakes ty heal joy 
| Em. Alas! the comes. . Let us vitheraw, . 
friends, 


Her ſorrows claim afl. ghee * us meet 
We leave her to ane. 


Et. Amid * deep oC WE: woe 
bile nature all js hüb'd, Eltruda wa 
0 — to be wretched. 
My heart's ſole reſt and refuge)”, 
Victor or vanquiſh'd=—what js, now, 
Moments of terror—Ha ' what oils : : | 
Each ſound appale me, and pac thought is des 
"Twas more than fapgy Arx it ſeem'sd 4 the groum 


Of Pe 0 0 65 Gan v ug 


Of ſaints and 2 n. from his 
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Turn wide as fred d Heel; 
And, ſhelter 

Eltruda, 8 Arte 
Attend. My gracious — 
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1 0 * queen, 

They come, Me murderers come. Protect us, 


44 Kneeling, 
Ov buſbands fad « our infants, from 6D 8 
Ehret chlhe ud Ge te perim. 

E!, O my ſoul ! 4 

Woehe de le t A ty ruat's eye 


Might melt wit Oh or 


1 We 
og Arbiter of human fate !. 
vnlverful family is nature, 
aL on hit children, oa hls people, 
lack down with mercy—for their cauſe is thine, 
And now, even now deciding ! 


Heemit, i, Aue, and others. 
H. Glorious princeſa ! 
Thiris indeed to feln. , Comfort, great queen: 


|t eames, it comes! the promis'd — diicloſes ! 
| ze the Daniſh, raven droop his wing; 

ee England's Genius foar again to =— 

and better days in white ſucceſſion roll 

Vithout a cloud between! 


Tie Chuds break away ; and on the E 
full View, a Spirit is ſeen — 
Light, who ſings the ob T. 


From thoſe vet regions bright, 
Where ſuns that never ſet in night, 
D.ffuſe the golden, day ; 

Where ſpring, unfading, pours around, 
Oer all the 84w-impearied ground, 
Her thoufand colors bY 
The meſſenger of heaven's hi oy Kings 

| come ; and happy tiditigs bring, 
To chear this drooping iſle ; 
Behold her cruel Wes are fled! 
Behold fair Freedom lifts the head, 
And all his children ſmile!  _ 
a dawn, that naw unveils her ſkies, 
dert 12 s feture glory — 0 
detter age is . 
Then! — each voice of jprig 
Around from warbling Are n 
Hail this e hant mura! 
ate Grand |, ab 
let each voice of ſpci el Mas, 
3 wathlidg Mi and plain, 
is rim br TI 138 
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of a Rock, 
Blaxe of 


tly firalo, 
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4 Had now — 40 
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R E D. 
Eu. Then, firſt to H 
e pl 1 25 


My 1 ay 298 
o is this — eight, 
Dev. Hex mj 


B Edwin's e 
[Of Kiogi A 


Nack 5 75 e 
Li rt un 1 e e b 1 


Purſu'd as beſt 1 could ; Fo je 1800 at length 

Safe in the fort our foes Ven ow begiue, f 

Ton joy, twas raptutt the mong the few 

Who wiſh'd, not bop d, wy b. foreſeen return. 

El. What followed bois, my lord? 
Dev. * Prepare,” I cry'd, | 

To live or die like men. "Our king ſurvires 3 

And, now in arms, expeQs your inſtant aid. 

To him thei let us cut our glorious way 

Thro' yonder camp : or, if we nobly fall, 


| There offer to the genius of dur country 


Whole hecatombs of Danes! — . if one ſoul 
Had mov'd them all, around their beads they whir!'d 
Their ſounding faulchionem Lead us. to thoſe 
Danes: 

Revenge and Bogland !'——was the genera] cry, 

Ele, I feel it here: my heart *pplauds their 
How was this follow'd on? [victue, 

Dev. To ſouls refolv'd , 
Small preparation needs—The _ truck three 
At once our gates flew wide ; at once we ruſh'd 
Prone on the Daniſh trenches While behind, 
Jul to the fatal inſtant, Alfred roſe 
n all his terrots; o'er the mounded camp 
Tempeſtuous drove; from ſpace to ſpace along, 
Spread laughter and diſmay. Nor reſt, nor, pauſe x 
Back'd by his ardent band, right on de bore 
Even to the tent, where ſunk in ſleep profound 
The Daniſh monarch lay. His guards, a a few 
Whom honour prompted to defend their prince, 
Fell round him. He yet lives: but, O dire chance 
Of eruel war! —2 priſoner ant in chains, 
El. A fall how terrible! My breaft is thrill'd, 
And in the fierce barbarian mourns the captive. 

Her. Such fortune ever wait ea wild ambition! 
On war unjuſt that deſolates whole natſons, 
And leaves a world in tears for one man's guilt! 
But yet—fallen as he ig—he knows not yet 
What new diſtreſs, what keener pangs attend 
To wound his inmoſt heart That trumpet ſpeaks 
The king's approich---Ye miniſters unſeen ! 

Spirits, whom the King of kings 

Gives to watch o'er human things, 

Hicher, from each blefs's abode : 

From the morning's purple robe ; 

From the ſolar world of light; 

From the planet, of the nig 

From the rainbow's ercnlng-round; , 

From the blue horizons bound ; 

Hither, borne thro' ſeas of a, 

Sons of life and love repair ! 
© And now, with alt that charms the eye, 

This l 5 I h — nifh! 
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and Flouriſs 7 4 the Scene, gra- 


e dif covers f everal tris 1 Arches, 


ropbies 12 Gavlan and from 
dce os hs aN 


Ily i!tuntinaced. The Blue 
ir 1 82 f es, flrewing Flowers. 
„Step. Ariſe, ſweet meſſenger of morn, 


With thy mild beam _ dn adorn 3 
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10 AFK 
or long as ſhepherds 5 e and play, | , Atl, a bd _ 
This, this hall be 4'Woilday,” ot Dur night is paſt, 
2d Sbep. See, morn appears ; a roſy hue The gloomy night of fear t 
Steals ſoft o'er yonder orient blue: | 72 4 er — _— 
jr beams 


Soon let us meet in trim array, 
And frolick out this holiday 


| 


Theſe af / gg, by Soldiers with Palm Branches in 
their Hands. An Officer behind bears the Daniſ 


Standard. — of Inflruments. ; 
1% Voice. Swell the trumpet's boldeſt note 
ad Voice. Set the drum it's thutiders roll! 
Both. And, as on airy. wings they float, 
Spread Alfrea's name from pole to pole! 
Chor. Our ſons unborn, * 
Stil? on this morn 
With annual joy (all ell} a 
Fo by his might, 
In daring fight, | 
The foes of England fell. 
Ai,. Prince, of every fame pofleſt ! 
Prince and patriot both confeft ! 
Thy grateful Albion ſhall to lateſt days 
Roll down thy glories in a tide of praiſe ! 
Cbor. Thy grateful Albion ſhall to lateſt days 
Roll down thy glories in a tide of praiſe ! 
Ele. Yon pictur'd raven-— tell me is it not 
Their wonderous magick ſtandard ! 
Dev. Tis the ſame: 
Wrought by the ſiſters of the Daniſh king, 
At midnight's dlackeft hour; when the fick moon, 
Wrapt in eclipſe by their enchanting ſong, i 
Down thro' the turbid clouds her influence ſhed 
Of baleful power. The lifters ever ſung— ' 
« Shake, ſtandard, ſhake deſtruction on our ſoes“ 
„„ 7 + 4 # Wh / |; Wy 
F'truda, Hermit, and the otbert, 
Alfred paſſing under the triumphal Arches ; The Sus, 
at the ſame time rin abowe the Hori n, 
lt. He comes ! the conqueror comes--- 
Alf. In theſe lov'd arms : 


4 


| See and acknowledge Heaven's impartial hand, 


Of peace and joy fincere. 
Ihen let triumph abound | 
Lec extaſy rein! 
Til} theſe hilk alt around - 
Impfoving each firain, 
Our tranſports reſaund ;---reſound 
The heart-felt tranſport that ſucceeds'to pain 
„V. I hail th* auſpicious omen but ah, me 
Eltruda, ſee, where com es th unhappy king! 
Elr. Oh, fight of woe! | 
Alf. Retire, my gentle love: 
An interview like this were too ſevere 
For thy ſoft nature. | 
SCENE IX. 
Alfred, Hermit, and Daniſb King. 
AY. | After a pauſe.] See at laſt, O king, 
In thy ſad tate, which even «foe laments, 


=-around 


q 
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(For violated oathe und plunder'd realms, 
For the heap'd guilt of baſe perfididus war, 
This retribution is moſt juſt, * 
Dan. A — "3 & 96 
Iown no guiirz or leings of every age 

Are criminal, thy anceftors and mine. 

What is all war, but mobe diffufive tob 

Made ſacred by ſucceſs? What object ſwells 

A monarch's higheſt aim —ineresſe of power 
And univerſal ſway, ' Phi ytorious end 

All means muſt ſanctify, thit cat ſecure; 

For what remain. Of botdage of of death, 
The leſſer ill, I reck not. Put, by Thor, 
The gloomy thunderer f one diſtracting thought 
| Bends my ſoul's ſtrungeſt temper ; firiks me down 

Beneath my owdt contempt. * 

A, Such fears diſmiſs * | 
As muſt ciſhonout both. Phe traly brave 


7 


To loſe al] ſorrow, and ail blif: to find) 


And in that life for a whole peo 
J thus receive thee back! thus 


' 


His foe in equal arms will date to meet: 
| Vanquith'd; he dares not injute, nor Inſult him. 
Dane. Nor that, nor aught without myſelf could 


Love only, love like mine, can feel, 
AF. To Him aſcend all praiſe ! whoſe will inſpir'd, 

Whoſe arm ſuſtain'd this action, that reſtores 

My better name---and, O, more glorious til}, 

Of nabler, dearer conſeq 

Loft England to her vigour, fame, and freedom! 


Her. For her, O Alfred, „our more arduous taſk | 


But pow begins: this conqueſt to ſecure 

To Bread it's influence wide, and well improv'd 

By unremitting vigilance and valour, 

Make this one blow decitive of her fate. 

But now behold, to animate thy hope, 

In myſtick ſhew expref(s'd what late thy fortune 

Seem'd to portend ; and what the brightening ſcene 

With fairer promiſe opens. 

Four Furid arije, to the ſound of Inſtruments in Diſ- 
cord, at Four differen; Openings from under Ground, 
roith Torches in their left Hands, and blaudy Swords 
in their right. They form. a confuſed Pyrrbick 

Dance, ſhaking and pointing their Stoords and 
Tarches round the King in cheir Centre : till, upen 
a change of the Mufick tniv regular Harmoty, de- 
Seends the Genius of England, with a crowned 
Sword in one Hand, and @ Laurel Wreathe in the 
ether, On fight of ⁊ubom the Four Furies fink thro* 
the Openings thty aroſe frog. He preſents the. 
crowned $qword and Laurel Branch at the Feet of 


| 


| 


Unman me. No: my hell is here, within=- [thus 
How ! ke a wrerch, a nameleſs ſhave who fights 
But for vile hire—in my own tent ſurpris d! 
Alleep! unarm'd !J==thefe ſhameful chains thrown 
o'er me, r 

And not one blow exchang'd ! O baſer far 
han that low herd, who fled without a wound 
Before thy (word. They but deſerted him, 
Who firſt himſelf abandon'd— But thy gods 
Were vigilant for thee; while mine al} ſlept. 

Alf. Y our gods ate idols : that ſole Power I ſerve) 
Supreme and one, is univerſal Lord 
O'er carth and heaven, Be it my daily taſk, 
As 'tis my nobleſt theme, to own, by Him 
Alone I conquer'd; as for him alone 
1 wiſh to reign—by making mankind bleſs'd * 

'Dane. No more—Convey me to your baſeſt dun- 
Let me explore it's darkeſt depth; ſhut out [geo 
The light of Heaven; forget there is a lun 
Who ſhines on my diſhononr, Would 1 might 
Exciude too my own thoughts But yet, my ſon 
| Lives—ard is free! lives to revenge my tall ; 
To waſh my flains in blood - Ha! where was he 
This fatal night, when every:god forſouk me 
Where, where was Ivat then 

er. Unhappy prince! 
11 


the King 
is ſung, 


and re- aſcendij while the following Seng 


* 


Dane. Ha! what! w 


That ſon, alas 
ty, who art thou ? 
What of my ſon? 2 


him. 
r could 


pt 
r 1 ſerve) 


cy 


Her, Thy truſt in him is vain. 


To his own N fntemperate lu R 4 ; 


bo! where he lies. g 

Dane. My ſon---my ſon---Ma! de 4— 
My only child !- Bot, no: 1 will not weep, 
u he not (afe, beyond milsfortune's hand? 
Beyond all feeling of "Nis fathef's ame? | 
Falle hope, tuelle - Let madnefs let deſpair 
curtoond me, ſeize” mie whole ; til] life's loath'd 
For ever quEnch'd im death, reſigns me o'er flame, 
Tydarkneſs and OHV n!! 

; Alfred a Hermit, 

Af. Dire reverſe! . . .. 

9240 impatience !---But theſe roving Danes 
Aſtricter watch demand. Means more effectual 
Mut now be try d, from our iuſulted ſhores 

To keep aloof this Rtill-deſcending war. 

'Tis naval ſtreng th that muſt our peace aſſure, 

Ke this the firſt high objeR of my care, 

To wall vs round with well-appointed fleets, 

I them out fole- dominion of the ſea, 

Our wealth and grandeur, can alone be found, 

The one great bulwark of our ſeparate world. 

Her, Alfred, go on ; the noble taſk purſue, 
Which ſafety urges, ' and which fame demands. 

Ya, in her fleets, let England ever (eek | 
Her ſure defence i by them theo". every age, 

At home ſecure, renown'd and fear'd abroad, 
Great arditreſs 6f anyions--<Ha | the ſcene, 
The ratiant proſpett opens full before me 
Thro' diſtant depths of. time tranſported down, 
I ſze whole moving foreſts, from her hills 
Uprooted, bound-teiumphant o'er the main |! 
White tracks of glory brighten Albion's ſkies, 
At navies grow, as commerce ſwells her fail 

Vith every breeze that under heaven can blow, 
from either pole 3 thro* worlds yet unexplor'd, 
In eaſt and weſt, that to thy ſons diſcloſe 

Their golden ftores, their wealth of various name, 
And laviſh pour it on Britannia's lap! 

Alf. Thy words new ſun-ſhine thro' my breaſt 
And ſmiling, calm. But let us, Hermit, try [ diffuſe, 
by juſtice, mercy, arms and arts improv'd, 
by freedom fenc'd around with ſacred laws, 

Ver promis'd bliſs to merit and adorn, 
Nw, to my glorious taſk —— 

ler. Yet ere you go, | 
One moment, Alfred, backward caſt your eyes 

"this unfolding ſcene j where, pictur'd true, 
uin a mirror, riſes fair to fight 
Our England's genuine firength and future fame. 
[Hee is ſeen the ocean in proſpett, and ſhips ſailing 

aig, Too (oats land their crews, then join in a 

wely dance. . 

9 Ceaſe, ceaſe your ſports awhile. Behold, 
zes and blind, our venerable bard | [my lord, 
ar what the muſe, who deigns with frequent foot 
ont his glad cell, may now inſpire. 


The Bard Angi to bis Harp the following Ove. 


When Britain firſt at Heaven's command, 
Aroſe from out the azure main; 
I was the charter of the land, 
And guardian angels ſong this train: 
ule, Britannia, rule the waves: 
tons never will be ſlaves. 


The . II. 
nations not ſo bleſs'd as thee, 
ia their turns to tyrants fall t 


AL. F R E D., 


—ͤkñ— ——ͤ—1 — —— —_—_ 2 : - 6 Mu A Go— 


While thop ſhalt flourifh gregt.a2d Veen. 
The A ang envy of them * : 
Rule, Britannia, rule the waves. 

Britons never w_ * Haves. 


Should war, ſhould faction ſhake thy iſle, 
And fink to wy and ſhhme; 

Heaven ſtill hall on ritangia ſmile, _. 
Reſtore her wealth, and raiſe her name. 

Rule, Britannia, rvle the waves: 

As the loud blaſt, that tears thy fkies, 
Serves but to root 4by native ak; 

Still more majeſtick ſhalt thou riſe, 4 
From foreign, from domeſtick ſtroke. 


| Rule, Britannia, rule the waves : 


Britons never will be ſlaves. 


V. 8 
How bleſs'd the prince, reſerv'd by fate, 

In adverſe days to mount thy throne! . 
Renew thy once triumphant ſtate, 

And on thy grandeur build his en! 

Rule, Britannia, rule the waves: 
Bricons never will be ſlaves. 

VI. 

His race ſhall long, in times to come, 

So Heaven ordains, thv ſceptre wield, ' 

Rever'd abroad, belov u at home, 

And be, at once, thy ſword and ſhields 
Rule, Britannia, rule the waves: 
Britons never will be ſlaves. 

Alf. Amen! kind Powers, to this prophetick verſey 
O may tha toils, I yet muſt undertake, 
The lumbering Genius of this iſle awake |! 
Revive her worth, relyme ber ancient flame, 
That ſhunn'd no danger in the road to fame |! 
That ſaw no terrors, but in ſure diſgrace} 
And only turn'd aſide, from what was baſe ! 

Yet, tho' Heaven means all humankind to bleſs, 
From his own labours man muſt draw (ucceſs1 
Rach head, heart, arm, combin'd in one great view, 
Their country's good, unweary'd, to purſue, 

But, from this zenith, ſhould they once deſcend z 

Should all their aims in venal poorneſs end; 

Loſt is the nation, deaf to giory's call ! 

And, with fallen Virtue, Freedom too muſt fall! 


Il. 0.606 06 


HILE our grave hermit, buſy above ftairs, 
Emplovs his ſerious head on ate affairs, 
Gallants, look here—faith ! ] have play'd the rogue, 


| And ſtole his wand==by way of epilogue, 


You criticks, there below had beſt be civil : 
For I, with this ſame rod, can play the devil; 


| Tie all your buſy tongues up, one by one, 


And turn what ſhare of brains you have to ſtore 2 
The bevwu's ſoft ſcull convert to ſolid rock — 

What then ?—che wig will ways have it's block. 
But for the men of ſad and ſole mn face, 

The deep dark (ages in or out of place, 

Who much in port and politicks delight, [quite. 
Small change, God knows, will make them ftatues 
The ladies too - but now theſe witlings nee 

No, fair ones; you ſhall meet no inſult here: 

I only hint my powet—that, if I lit, 

I yet can charm you two long hours from wbiſt. 
But, cards are ready, you are ell beſpoke— 

To ſpoil a dozen drums, would be no joke. 

Beſiges, twould be mere arbitrary ſway 3 


Such as, of old, was us dat Neto's plays 


Sale 


No, n! ee Fan 2 2 heart * be Met 1 * 
Who would 1 e ot Nr 
This part be mine: and, if 1 now —1 ehe the mala 
To my own wiſh, you will be plegs'd indee nd crow ſwain.., 7 
Then bor a — 1 thus, 1 = hand, b. Crowns happy ſwain! ; 
To provs the power of this i ting w Sbe wa wand. d Entry. \ 
{ Soldiers deſcend the Mountain by two different path: ; 
| On waving ber Wand, pe fo 2 chars * ww — 
The Scanrx 7 1 2 1 
Coker e 755 E W them fing the — g» Iwo of 
— — Tar 22 pets =". * 
. 4 e 
Woodland, and of mou 2 2 that dfcend' Ds ey Dpglony once more 'd before. 
e : Our fears are all fled, with emies lain: 
te fan ow. 7747077 br weaveſt gills river | Coule they riſevp,; Ihe 2 £7 
= s down, by It, ina natural cd cad. 2d. We would fla 
The werbling of birds it — 64514 e monaretred{hrvil 2 them ag > ds himſelf right, 
22 A huſbandman, his wife, und 2p No Engliſhman yet ever flinek's from the fi be. 
be. How ſoft is the ſcene ! For wh 5 ighbours all, we are free as the 
The woodlands haw green _ this tnakes us brave 
What chartiit«in the nightin - * r 
He. Fair peace, that now reigns Our prinee too, for this, will be ankful to fate 
On our hills ane and our plains, * So in our freedom, he finds himſelf _ 
*Tis N bids al nifure by gay-.. o force can be wanting, e 
Chor. *Tig ma e "Vis » {Ml 5 ware Ine is maſter of gil ( 
SF 4 24. Who will . 25 1 
2 The _ Should rebels within, or Ghoul 42 FR without, \ 
Bech. She 10 io nk Mad now, . - {Bring the crown on his hend, he Aa 
For ourſelves and 0 . Mildren alone. _ e 2 — 
He. Secure from the ſoeß f and toll for 
We hall reap what we fow's + Free Conqueſt Fry ever Wi 7 Oy I 
And the year, the whole year is our cul 2d. But now, bring us forth,.as the crown of our 
Chor. And the year, the whole year is our own. Much wine and good cheat --- laben, 
Sbe waves ber wand, Second Entry. 1. With the \pips and the ta 7 1 
A Shepherd and Shepherdeſs. 25 ren inte each 1 our nymphe al be kind, and our phate x 
. > \orberr Amr. or England, old 155 bappy.to day 
She. If to meet iy all this pleaſure, | nens. 
Sure to part was killing pin! let our 4 wu kind, and Denne be gay? 
Both. Yes, to,part was killing ptin'! For England, oN and, Is happ 
He. If pier to loſe e * | They all mix W 5 a e r Ale 
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i Lauri alone. bf | 

— — +1 "Y 
Thou mak N po 

1 love, and am beloy | 
e, 8 5 Makin, * 
diet den 3 "ty 


Ren wou's 52 1 woo me? 
Love le deſpiſe you 1” 
Or 1, tho Nie as me, 
Shulf cantalize you 
N ou with \ pal are dying, 
from complying. 
Woy''d you! fecure, or fright me, 
Pretend to ſlight TT” 
See where the ſullen ſwala, 
Reluctant, drags his chain: 
Thy former peace deſpair to have. 
Now help me, female art, 
To charm and vex his heart, 
And make the rebel more my ſlave. 
Myrtillo comes forward. 
Thus ſeeming careleſs to repoſe, 
Uncover'd beauties all allure him; 
Aud, when he's faſter in the nooze, 
[ll wake ſurpriz'd———and not endure him. 
A Symphoay, with 4 Flute, 


Az II. 
Myr, Help me, love! I figh, I die, 
» alas! for one 1 ſcorn: 
Vain and fickle tho' 1 prove her; 
Tho' purſuing, 
Is my ruin, 
"Tis my fate to love her: 
Reaſon no relief can raiſe me, 
Love betrays me, 
She was for my torment horn, 
the lovely tyrant lies | 
now, 
amleſs are her eyes. 
h ! what riGog charms 
ll on her breaſt, 
(Where gods might reſt) 
give my heart a thouſand new alarms. 
1 ; 


be where 
V:pointed 
And h 
dt 0 
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[ She lis down. 


| 


} 16 97 


7 6 % f. A1 
r. O! ten the Is tot w a fhems, 


2 > 4 O be but thdb? thus & 

Her heart, her heart's to love cd i. 
Lleep on, ſoft, A. fir ol 1 

Vet never knew furk waking ver. 2016 c | 


| Ain JH! hon 5 
| Ne'er let a leren, 
| His hope give over, 
Por being deny'dy + . 

The famale rov e, N 
| In pique and ide, 

| Her love wich ſcorn will t 

The way te woo hen * 
| 1s to putſue her 
With flames and , e 
With ſcorn her ſcorn oppoſe. 

If the pretend you teane her, & 
Seize, and pleaſe her. 

Lau. What is't, Myrtillo, turns thy brain? 


Sceming ſerpris d. 
Myr. Ah, Laura, I have chang'd my rain, 
Nor will 1 more in fighs complain. 


What 1 have ſeen and heard juſt now, 
Has taught me thus in ſmiles to woo, „ 
[ Offering to embrace ber. 
Lau. And me with ſmiles to hear thee — 
Turn aw 

Myr. Laura, your heart's of ſofter — 
In fleep you're kind, tho' coy awake. 

Las. Know then, deluded wretch, that I 


ww 91? 


Dia but — in ſleep to lie, 


And heard you ſay 
Fer one I ſcorn, I die. 
Myr. You muft not mind a bopeleſs lover z 
In rage we often love diſcover. 


Ain IV. 
1 Ah! no; the proof of love, 
Is fGadiog joy in paint 
A tender inclination 
Will love, and love in vain. 
Myr. Nothing more wou'd make me tenden; 
Than a hope that you'll ſurrender, 
Lau. Nothing ſooner wou'd enrage me, 
Than your hoging to engage me. 
Myr. The lover that can part with hope, 


Wick exſe may give the fair-one ups 


32 
yr. Oh, 2 d — 1 ＋ my ay 


| | And tel} this tygreſs, ſhe's u = live. 
No, Cupiz let him =} 
; r 


— b fear, 


2 22 SIN 
"Myr. Vs . NE. 
at Gfrnch 


Myr. What we ſounds are thoſe ſo near ? 


R nymphs and jolly {waips . 
brate witk ſports the 8 
theo not Join em while 


V fing 
Ir. Their fo 8 to me no — bring, 


le N Chorgs of — 


* = . 2. ny * 
7 0 S ong, . wheel y | V k iz 1X 2 -'S f 
| e w tortures prove; Tye. Now all ye — and laſſes, 
1 — — — und gracce 4 1 
— raging pains were Ac s_ TI] 1 1 OFdr ththe time and place is, 
ppy ſwain !——— { Ironically. briſk and joll 
—— Fx HET Hedge” 
Air. VI.. « Courting, 
Las. O happy Myrtillo, | Care is a folly, 
No more ſay I light you; Dancing, 
You truly delight me | — Prancing, 
While you are in pain: Flora commands a holiday. 
Your pain is my pl | | y6--$48-Mopla, heel. Myrtillo's mute! 
You pleaſe above meaſure 22 Mop. Laura's the cauſe 
A The greater. my ,. 3 n Lye. Without diſpute : 
* ©" © The more you com ISpeale boldly, ſwain z. your: griat dacheres .. 4 
* e C rfe AME Helga eee rt 4 Myra 'Tis true, I have my grief from her. 4 4h 
sr at v „ pr, | oy 1 5 
Why wile . f ag rg pr, . 
= Come !* con NN e y f. Lyc. What o, tha uin you, | 1 


Mor. No more we eyes [ Loh: bear 4 air in: 
|, Forever from thy fatalichannd 1')! fly, [grate; 
4 And the flow cure, or deativof abſence try : 
| Hence will I haſten to fome-diſmai cave t 

Dark,! doleful ! joyleſe as the grave! + 
Where the ſad ſcreech-awl's notes are only heard. 
Whence light and comfort ace forzever barr'd ! 

/ © There, pinings wiſte my days; from infblts free, 
Aud die forgotten of the world and th ! 
Lan. Oh, ftay, Myrtillo, amd 1 tell thee all. 

1 Myr. Yet I forgive thee, cueltas thu art. 
Thou haſt atone the tend — heart. 
Fare wel for eye. 2 ˙ +a 1 

— Stay! $126 «< 

— We nl 1 4 

We a muſt not part. 

24 ann i.. 14 

Now — movie me 
Witheomplsining: 
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| Lau. 
* 


| 


hes Sha © 


* 
-_,- 6 i 
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„ 
vw Traitor! 
7 e pu but —_—_ 
av: "With falls yows : 
Voor paſſton feigningy! | 
1 d vos lote me 
Never no! A 
Myr. O Joys to thee-for hely l „%. 
3 my erer 
Leſs danger's in het truelty 
Thapn her ſeeming <5 by 
Als Vites.. . "ry 
What ſhall an injur lover ? 
Can I delieye = — 0, no, no! 
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Win it grieve her 9 
If I leave het E nd! : 
Shall I on her faith x4 
Or the f fair etiſion 
ito 1 


L 0 

Myr. —.— Lauta, 9 
Lau. Stifartthou deaf? 
Myr. a — muſt not heats * 
i tt, . 


U 
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TOY BY. 
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| 
it 


Can you. fiy we. ich diflaining? 4 | 


$he ne'er intends:tofiy:youy, | 
A tbouſand tricks ſhe*]I you, * 
All but to hol Faſt 
She'll pout and ver you: 
Coying * 
Toeyin g 
Then-perplex = YE 
Slightingz + 
Frightimggs: net | 
rollo bar elsa e right at ll. 
Mop. From Laure I-hatt more diſco ver 
$ this a times flight your dor?) 
Lau. Myrtillo's nice but gannot ſay I'm coy, 
nd ſeems more 7 = 3 Joy 


Mop. What he Yb W e ou 3 
E Proteſts he'll nt er ed 7 

"Tis all but to Autre 

eie im df H 


- 


a. 


—ͤ—4̈ would 
. 


Rue 
Ply him but — . 's right again. | 


Lau. —— 

— —-M con — 
[Saving Myrtilto's Hand 
—Laur 

—— No longer ſball deny. 


Meg. and Ly 8 and Myr. Handi 


Myr. Kind . 
Lau: I ſürtender. 

Both. All my joys hither alone. 
Lau. When I deny'd you, 

I only try 'd you. 

| Myr. When I f6tefwore you, 

I did adore Jou. 


b. Deſ for ever flown! 
| Bot 0 pair and 7. 1 aden and Dont 


s 


Lau. 'Ohs my-#nguiſh ! 


| 


© * 
. 


Cho, Now all ye ſwai 1 Ge, 


